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Deaths wkg^ htut ihtu mmd» Ufi to kmr d U hears 

Takmg wty Uufy htne$ t Hmtitkmt m# whM 
0/skamtt TktjtmmggttJtawtroHdtktmtti/air 

OltadtnlUmihtkmsHkouno^ii^yimft 
Our wmrm Uvt^s vtry aprmg 

Thoutto^st, a$ultndest tchat wasAafyatulmse/; 
And of my gladdenit^ 
Malitt a most woftd thing ^ 
Andm my ktart dost bid tho bird not ting 

Thai tang to sweet. 

■ • • • 

JF/ad I mty wUl^ beloved^ I would say 

To God, unto whose bidding all things bow. 
Thai we were still together nighi «md day : 

Yet be U done as his behests allow. 
I do ret n em b er that while she rtmaisid 
With mo, she o/ten called me her tweet Jriend: 

But does not now, 
Becatue God drew her towardt Him, in the end. 
Lady, thai peace which none but He can tend 

Be thine. Even to. 

GIAOOMINO PUGLIBSI 

(D. G. Rottetti) 
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FOREWORD 

LATE in the fall of 1895, — 
possibly too late for many 
readers here, — a little book came 
out in London that had for title, 
Earthwork out of Tuscany: being 
Impressions and Translations of 
Maurice Hewlett, 

It may be said at once: this 
Earthwork gave xi8 a very lasting 
delight. For in the episode of 
Sandro Botticelli and La Bella 
Simonetta, we came upon a veri- 
table little masterpiece in prose. 

How slightly tinged by realism 
was the story I Presumably there 
is no basis of fact in the meeting 
of the great artist and this fair 
child-woman of the Renaissance. 
Tradition affirms somewhat of one 
exquisite figure dominant in Botti- 
ceUi's portraiture ;' likewise there 

I. See an illastrated article of great 
interest by Teresina Peck entitled "A 
Favorite of the Florentines'* in The 
Lamp (N. Y.), for April, 1904* 
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ceniain Lorenzo's words concern- 
ing the beloved of GiuUano de 
MetUd.' Moreover Poliziano and 
Ihe courtly crew of poets strewed 
her youthfnl heaise with laments 
of no enduring verity, — gone, ail 
of it, and they fallen forever silent. 
SAe indeed remains, the beautiful 
Simonetla Vespucd; for 'lis the 
gloi7of Art that nothing it touches 
b diwuiDiilled or lost. SAt lives, 
em u the iniinortal women of 
Bococdo live, though heart and 
fanin alike are dust. And thus for 
agtt dead and ages yet to come, 
Botticelli raised ap a woman's 
&dillg flower-lijie face, and tliis 
we see to-day in his solemn vision 
of a fadeless Spring. 
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PROEM 

You, tall Ligiirian Simonetta, 
loved of Sandro, mouraed 
by Giuliano and, for a season, by 
his twisted brother and lord, have 
I done well to utter but one side 
of your wild humour? The side 
a man would take, struck, as your 
Sandro was, by a nympholepsy, or, 
as Lorenso was, by the rhymer's 
I4>petite for wherewithal to son- 
netteer? If I read your story, it 
was never pique or a young psVs 
petulance drove you to Phryn^'s 
one justifiaUe act of self-assertion. 
It was honesty. Madonna, or I 
have read your grey eyes in vain ; 
it was enthusiasm — that flame of 
our fire so sacred that though it 
play the incendiary there shall be 
no crime — or where would be 
now the " Vas d*eUxion€^ f — nor 
though it reveal a bystander's grin. 



PROEM 

any shame at alL I shall live to 
tell that story of thine, Lady 
Simonetta, to thy honour and my 
own respect ; for, as the poet says, 

" Thnrg is M0 kditr/lams 
TkemftuUert tarekwiu in a str^Ut^ 



RgV9almg^ myt Ur y aO abomt, and light 
B U m dmg t wMHe, raptmrotu—afirtfrom 

Htav0n 
To ask ths day o/ms^ and wing ths God 
A rmsdfor tMs/rooittg of a world in 

chains.^ 

I have seen all memorials of 
yon left behind to be pondered by 
your Dante, Sandro the painting 
poet, — the prond clearness of yon 
at the marriage feast of Nastagio 
degU Onesti; the melting of the 
sorrow that wells from yon in a 
tide, where you hold the book of 
your overmastering honour and 
read Magnificat Amma Mea with a 
sob in your throat ; your acquaint- 
ance, too, with that g^rief which 
was your own hardening; your 
sojourn, wan and woebegone as 



PROEM 

would become the wife of Moses 
(maker of jealous gods) ; all these 
guises of you, as well as the pre- 
sentments of your innocent youth, 
I have seen and adored But I 
have ever loved you most where 
you stand a wistful Venus Ana- 
dyomen^ — ** Una dontella mm con 
uman vaito*'; for I know your 
heart, Madonna, and see on the 
sharp edge of your threatened life. 
Ardour look back to maiden Re- 
clunon, and on (with a pang of 
foreboding) to mockery and evil 
judgment. Never fear but I brave 
your story out to the worid ere 
many days. And if any, with pro- 
fane leer and tongue in the chedc, 
take your sorrow for reproach or 
your pitifnlness for a shame, let 
them receive the lash of the whip 
from one who will trouble to wield 
it : non ragioniam di lor, 

MAU&ICX HXWLSTT. 




QUATTROCENTISTERIA 

HOW SANDRO BOTTICBLLI SAW SIMON- 
BTTA IN THE SPRIKG 



UP at Flesole, among the olives 
and chesnuts which cloud 
the steeps, the magnificent Lorenzo 
was entertaining his guests on a 
morning in April. The olives were 
just whitening to sUver; they 
stretched in a trembling sea down 
the slope. Beyond lay Florence, 
misty and golden ; and round about 
were the mossy hills, cut sharp and 
definite against a grey-bue sky, 
printed with starry buildings and 
sober ranks of cypress. The sun 
catching the mosaics of San 
Miniato and the brazen cross on 
the facade, made them shine like 
sword-blades in the quiver of the 
heat between. For the Talley was 



QUATTmOCBNTISTBUA 

just a lak« of hot tir» liot and 
murky — ''fever weather," said the 
people in the streets — with a fflax- 
ing summer son let in between two 
long qpdls of fog. Twas onnat- 
ual aft that season, tfia; bat the 
biassed Saints sent the weather 
and one could only be careful what 
one was about at sun-down. 

Up at the Villa, with brisk 
morning airs mstKng overhead, in 
the cool shades of trees and lawns, 
it was pleasant to lie still, watching 
these things, while a silky young 
exquisite sang to his lute a not too 
audadous ballad about Sdvaggia, 
or Becchina and the saucy Prior of 
Sanf Onofrio. He sang well too, 
that dark-eyed boy; the giri at 
whose feet he was crouched was 
^Mtghlng and blushing at once; 
and, being very fair, she blushed 
body. She dated not raise her 
eyes to look into Ids, and he knew 
it and was quiedy measuiing his 
strength — it was quite a comedy 1 
At each wanton refir^ he lowered 
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QUATTROCENTISTERIA 

his voice to a whisper and bent a lit- 
tle forward. And the gill's laughter 
became hysterical ; she was shaking 
with the effort to control herself. 
At last she looked np with a sort 
of sob in her breath and saw his 
mocking smile and the gleam of the 
wild beast in his eyes. She grew 
white, rose hastily and turned away 
to join a group of ladies sitting 
apart. A man with a heavy, rather 
sullen face and a bush of yellow 
hair falling over his forehead in a 
wave, was standing aside watching 
all this. He folded his arms and 
scowled under his big brows; and 
when the giil moved away his eyes 
followed her. 

The lad ended his song in a 
broad sarcasm amid bursts of 
laughter and applause. The Mag- 
nificent, sitting in his carved chair, 
nursed his saHow face and smiled 
approvaL ** My brother boasts his 
invulnerabifity,** he said, turning 
to his neighbour, ''let him look 
to it, Messer Cupido will have him 




QVATTKOCIlfTUTERIA 

yet Alrqtdy, wa cmi mc^ he has 
bMQ let into tome of the seciets 
o€ the bower." The man bowed 
•ad amlled del eientially. ^'Sigoor 
Gielkiio has att the qoalitiea to 
win the love of ladiea, and to letain 
it DoobUeta he awaita hia dee- 
tiny. The Wiae Man haa aaid 
that ** Beauty. . . ." Theyoong 
poet enlaiged on hia text with 
aome fire in hia thin chedcs, wliile 
the company Icept very silent. It 
was much to their liking; even 
Giuliano was abaorbed; he sat on 
the ground clasping one knee 
between his hands, smiling up- 
wards into' vacancy* as a man 
does whose imagination is touched. 
Lorenao nursed his sallow face 
and beat time to the orator's 
radances with his foot; he, too, 
was abstracted and amiling. At 
the end he spoke; "Our Marsilio 
himadf haa never said nobler 
words, my Agnolo. The mantle of 
the Attic prophet haa descended 
indeed upon this Florence. And 
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Beauty, as thou sayest, is from 
heaven. But where shall it be 
found here below, and how dis- 
cerned?" The man of the heavy 
jowl was standing with folded arms, 
looking from under his brows at 
the group of girls. Lorenzo saw 
everything ; he noticed him. ** Our 
Sandro will tell us it is yonder. 
The Star of Genoa shines over 
Florence and our poor little con- 
stellations are gone out. Eeco, my 
Sandro, gravest and hardiest of 
painters, go summon Madonna 
Simonetta and her handmaidens 
to our Symposium. Agnolo will 
speak further to us of this sover- 
eignty of Beauty." 

The painter bowed his head and 
moved away. 

A green alley vaulted with thick 
ilex and myrtle formed a tapering 
vista where the shadows lay misty 
blue, and pale shafts of light 
pierced through fitfully. At the far 
end it ran out into an open space 
and a q>lash of sunshine. A mar- 
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Ue Ganymede with lifted aims 
rose in the middle like a white 
flame. The giiis were there, in- 
tent upon some commerce of dieir 
own, flashing liither and thither 
orer the grass in a flutter of saflfron 
and green and crimson. Simonetta 
— Sandro could see — was a litde 
apart, a veij tall, isolated figure, 
dear and cold in a recess of shade, 
standing easily, resting on one hip 
with her hands behind her. A 
soft, straight robe of wliite clipped 
her dose from shoulder to hed; 
the lines of her figure were thrust 
forward by her poise. His eye 
followed the swell of her bosom, 
very gentle and girlish, and the 
long folds of her dress falling 
thence to her knee. While she 
stood there, proud and remote, a 
chance beam of the sun shone on 
her head so that it seemed to bum. 
<* Heaven salutes the Queen of 
Heaven,— Venus Uianial" With 
an odd impulse he stopped, crossed 
himself, and then hurried on. 
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He told his enand to her; hav- 
ing no eyes for the others. 

'^Signorina — I am to acquaint 
her Serenity that the divine poet 
Messer Agnok> is to speak of the 
sovereign power of beauty; of the 
Heavenly Beauty whereof Plato 
taught, as it is believed.*' 

Simonetta arched a slim neck 
and looked down at the obsequious 
speaker, or at least he thought so. 
And he saw how fair she was, a 
creature how delicate and gradous, 
with grey eyes frank and wide, and 
full red lips where a smile (nervous 
and a little wistful, he judged, 
rather than defiant) seemed always 
to hover. Such clear-cut, high 
beauty made him ashamed; but 
her colouring (for he was a painter) 
made his heart beat. She was no 
ice-bound shadow of ddty then! 
bat flesh and blood; a girl — a 
child, of timid, soft contours, of 
warm roses and blue veins laced 
in a pearly skin. And she was 
crowned with a heavy wealth of 
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IMrfpokl BUriry twisidd lll gVOftt COUSi 

bovnd aboit ulth p«ttl% and 
tmonldwing Eke moltaa metal 
where U Ml i^ppUng along lier 
neck, ^le deeded Unit ao that he 
could not face her or look farther* 
ffii eyea dropped. He etood be- 
fore her moody, (Baconcerted. 

The girls, who had dissolTed 
their company at his approach, 
listened to wliat he had to aay 
linked in knots of twos and threes. 
They needed no excuses to return ; 
some were philoeophers in their 
way, philosophers and poetessee; 
some had left their lovers in the 
ring round Lorenzo. So they went 
down the green alley still locked 
by the arms, by tJie waist or 
shoulders. They cfid not wait for 
Simonetta. She was a Genoeee, 
and proud as the snow. Why did 
Giuliano lave her? Did he love 
her, indeed? He was bewitched 
then, for she was cold, and a 
brazen creature in spite of it. 
How dare she bare her neck sol 
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Ohl 'twas Genoese. ''Uomini 
senxa fede e donne senza ver- 
gogna," they quoted as they ran. 

And Simonetta walked alone 
down the way with her head high ; 
but Sandro jBtepped behind, at 
the edge of her trailing white 
robe* • • . 

. . . The poet was leaning 
against an ancient alabaster vase, 
soil-stained, yellow with age and 
its long sojourn in the loam, but 
with traces of its carved garlands 
clinging to it still. He fingered it 
lovingly as he talked. His oration 
was concluding, and his voice rose 
high and tremulous; there were 
sparks in his hollow eyes. . . . 
** And as this sovereign Beauty is 
queen of herself, so she is subject 
to none other, owns to no con- 
straining custom, fears no reproach 
of man. What she wills, that has 
the force of a law. Being Beauty, 
her deeds are lovely and worship- 
fuL Therefore Phryn^, whom 
men, gaping in darkness and the 
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don wvfi of «u4t dabbod co«rl». 
«ui» thiMM fai a CoQit of Lmr 
beCom tbo anwnbkd aoblas of 
Atfrftin^ «*flV^ aad sndlnBOTod fai 
tho biluo of bor fidaoH. And 
AtiMBs di imriiori tho soddoM Mid 
tramblod. ¥«•, aad Mont •*«& 
at Apbiodite» wbooe daittng abo 
wu, arose pure from die foam, to 
she too came up oat of the tea 
in the pretence of a hoat» and 
the Athenians, seeing no shame, 
thooj^t none, but, lather, rsTer- 
enced her tlie more. For wliat 
shame is it tliat the body of one 
so radiant in dear perfections 
should be revealed? Is then the 
garment of the sool, her very 
mould and image» so shameful? 
Shall we seek to know her essence 
bj the garment of a garment^ or 
h<»pe to bdiokl that which rsaUj 
is in the shadows wa cast upon 
shadows? Shame is of the brato 
dullard who thinks shame. The 
e?il ever sees Evil faring at him. 
Plato, the golden-mouthed, with 

i6 



q V ATTKOCBNTISTKK I A' 

the lool of pore fire, has uid the 
truth of this matter in hia i>( 
Srpuiiici, the fifth book, whsr* 
he cpeakt of jroung maids sharing 
the ezerdM of the Fabettia, yea, 
and the Olympic cxtntests even I 
For be taja, 'Let the wives at oni 
wardens bare theoiidvea, for their 
virtaewiU bea robe; and let them 
share the tolle of war and defend 
thrir conntrj. And for the man 
who langhi at naked women exei^ 
dwng their bodies for high reasons, 
hie langhier is a fruit of untipe 
wisdom, and he himself knows not 
what he is about ; for that is ever 
the best of sayings that the useful 
ia the noUe and the hurtfol the 
base.' . . ." 

There was a pause. The name 
of Plato had had a strange effect 
iqNM the company. Yon would 
have aaid they had suddenly en- 
tered a chnrch and liad felt all 
K^ter Interests sink under the 
weight of the dim, echtdng nave. 
Aflef a few moments the poet 
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wptsikt agaiii fai a (loletar tonc^but 
Ids Totce had loat nemo of tbe 
nnctioa wbldi bad aiiilcliad it. 
. • • * Beauty Is qoaoi s bftba 
virtoa of I>elty, whose hnago she 
isy she reigns, Hits apb fixes. Let 
as beware hem we te»pt Deity 
lest we perish ooiselves. Actcon 
died when he gaied anbidden upon 
the pure body of Artemis; bat 
Artemis hexsdf rayed her splen- 
dour upon Endymion, and Endy- 
ndon is among the immortals. We 
fall when we rashly confront 
Beauty, but that Beauty who 
comes unawares may nerve our 
souls to wing to heaTen." He 
ended on a resonant note, and 
then, still looking out over the 
▼alley, sank into his seat Lorenzo, 
with a fine humiUty, got up and 
kissed his thin hand. GiuUano 
looked at Simonetta, trying to 
recall her gaze, but she remained 
standing in her place, seeing 
nothing of her companions. She 
was thinking of something, frown- 
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ing ft little and tutmg her lip, her 
hands were before her; her iliin 
finger* twiated and locked them- 
selves Dervonalj, like a tangle of 
(lukea. Then she tossed her head, 
u a jouag bora* might, and looked 
at GioHano aoddcnlj. fnll In the 
•yes. He rose to meet her with 
a deprecating amile. cap in hand 
— but she walked past him, almost 
bnishiag blm with her gown, but 
never flinching her full gais, 
threaded her waj through the 
gronp to the back, behind the poet, 
irtiere Sandro was. He had seen 
her comiag. Indeed he had watched 
her fuitivelj thronghont the ora- 
tion, but ber near presence discon- 
certed him again — and he looked 
down. She was stronglj excited 
with her qnick reaolution; her 
coloDT liad risen and her vmce 
Altered when she began to speak. 
She spoke eagerly, running her 
words t^ether. 

"fn-tf, Hesser Sandro," she 
whispered bltishing. *'Vou have 
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hcud tb«M ai^iiifk • • . Wko 
it then in glawc< IDw a»?" 

«• Tktra it BO OMb" «dd SMdio 
flniplj* 

««I ivHl be you Lady VtBat»'' 
•Iw want on btttiiltaily. *Yo« 
than paint me^ riring fioai tlieaeft* 
fbaatu • • . ThaGanoatalova 
tbetea.** She waa ttID aagar and 
defiant; her boaom rote and fdl 
nndiecked. 

** The Signorina is mocking me; 
it is impossible; the Signorina 
Imowsit" 

•^Eh^JIfadonnal is it so shame- 
ful to be fair— Star of the Sea as 
your poets sing at erening? Do 
you mean that I dare not do it ? 
Listen then, Signor Fittore; to- 
morrow morning at mass-time jon 
win come to the ViXIml Vespood 
with yonr bmshes and pans and 
you will ask for Monna Simonetta. 
Then yon will see. Leave it now; 
it is settled.** And she walked 
away with her head high and the 
aame superb smile on her red Upa. 
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Mockeryl She was in dead eain- 
est; all her child's fedings wexe in 
hot revolt. These women who had 
whispered to each other, sniggered 
at her dress, her white neck and 
her free carriage; Ginliano who 
had presumed so upon her candour 
— these prying, censorious Flor- 
entines — she would strike them 
dumb with her amaring loveliness. 
They sang her a goddess that she 
might be flattered and suffer their 
company: she would show herself 
a goddess indeed — the star of 
her shining Genoa, yrhen men 
were brave and silent and maid- 
ens frank like the sea. Yes, and 
then she would withdraw herself 
suddenly and leave them forlorn 
and dismayed. 

As for Sandro, he stood where 
she had left him, peering after her 
with a mist in his eyes. He seemed 
to be looking over the hill«Me, 
over the dty growing afar off g(^d 
and purple in the hot air, to Mont' 
Oliveto, and the hdghts, where a 

21 
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Une d black c/pi e iiM ttood about 
a km whita bnflcttng. At one 
aa^e of the boikling waa a Uttk 
tnrrat with a balvadere of round 
arches. The taUeet cypreia juat 
topped the windows. There his 
eyes seemed to rest. 



II 



At masA-dme Sandro, folded in 
his shabby green doak, stepped 
into the sun on the Ponte Vecchio. 
The morning mists were rolling 
back under the heat; jrou began 
to see the yellow line of houses 
stretching along the turUd river 
on the far side, and frowning down 
upon it with blank, mud-stained 
faces. Above, through steaming 
air, the sky showed faintly blue 
and a campanile to the right 
loomed pale and uncertain like a 
ghost The sound of innumerable 
bells floated over the still dty. 
Hardly a soul was abroad; here 
and there a couple of dusty peas- 
ants were trudging in with baskets 
of eggs and jais of milk and <hI; 
a boat passed down to the fishing, 
and the oar knocked sleeinly in 
the rowlock as she deaied the 
bridge. And above, on the heij^ts 
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taidiD ooaU OMik tlioM tiitafi 
at ho tteppod ratolatitljf on to tfai 
bildge, crossad It, and want up a 
narrow streat among tlie alMpiag 
hooset. The day Md goldan 
prondM; it was tha diqr of Ui 
Ufal Meantima tha ndst cfaing to 
him and n^q>ad 1dm; wliat had 
ftta in atore? What waa to ba 
dia istae? In tlie Plasia Santo 
Spliito, grej and hoUowaowidinf 
in die chilly tilencei, hit own foot- 
stapB echoed solemnly as he passed 
by the door of die great mgged 
church. Throngh the hea^ dark- 
ness within lights flidcered £sindy 
and went; sanrice was not begUL 
A drsb crew of cripples lounged 
on the stepe yawning and shiver- 
ing, and two coontiy giils wevs 
strolling to the mass with brown 
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arms round each other's waists. 
When Sandio's footfall clattered 
on the stmies they stopped by the 
door looking after him and laughed 
to see his doll face and muffled 
figure. In the street beyond he 
heard a bell jinking, hasty, inces- 
sant; and soon a white-robed 
piocession swept by him, fluttering 
veetments, ti^rs, and the Host 
nader a canopy, silk and gold. 
Sandro snatched at his cap and 
dropped on his knees in the road, 
crouching low and muttering under 
his breath as the vision went past. 
He remained kneeling for a mo- 
ment after it had gone, then 
crossed himself — forehead, breast, 
lip — and hurried forward. . . . 
He stepped under the archway 
into die Court There was a 
yoaih with a cropped head and 
swarthy neck lounging there teasing 
a spaniel. An the steps sounded 
on the flags he looked up; the old 
green doak and clumsy shoes of 
the yisitpr did not interest him; 
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he turned his back and went oi 
with his gmme. Sandio >cootte< 
him—- Wat ^bm *"f**'l«*» at tfi 
hoaaa? Tha boy vmK oa vU 
UtiUM. «»!• DfvMla? I kMi 
nntihig at aH" ha aaid, 

Sandro niaad Ui voioa till i 
gmg WHMid tha O HUtj f ai d, ^'Toi 
iHII go at oooa and inqaba. Yai 
ivill say to tha Signoriaa th« 
Saadio ifi Mariano FD^MpI thi 
Fkmatfaia paintar ia h«a bj hai 
oidan; that ha iiaita bar plaaaan 
bakmr 

Tha boy had got «p; ha and 
Sandro eyed each other for a Uttlc 
qiace. Sandro was the taller and 
had die £^anoe of a hawk. So the 
porter want • • • 

. . . Praaeatly with throbfaiag 
browa he stood on the threshold 
of Simonetta's chamber. It was 
the torret room of the villa and 
its four arched windows looked 
throngh a leafy traceiy over 
towards Florsnoo. Sandro could 
aaa down below him in the base 
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the glitter of the Arao and the 
dusky dome of Bnmelleschi cleave 
the sward of the hills like a great 
burnished bowL In the room 
itself there was tapestry, the 
Clemency of Sdpio, with courtiers 
in golden cuirasses and tall plumes, 
and peacocks and huge Flemish 
horses — a rich profusion of crim- 
son and blue drapery and stout 
limbed soldieiy. On a bracket, 
above a green silk curtain, was a 
silver statuette of Madonna and 
the Bambino Gesii, with a red 
lamp flickering feebly before. By 
the windows a low divan heaped 
with velvet cushions and skins. 
But for a coffer and a prayer desk 
and a curtained recess which en- 
shrined Simonetta*s bed, the room 
looked wind-swept and bare. 

When he entered Simonetta was 
standing by the window leaning 
her himd against the ledge for 
support. She was draped from 
top to toe in a rose-coloured man- 
de which shrouded her head like 
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a nun's wimple and then fell in 
hea^ icAdB to die gnmnd. She 
flushed as he came in, bat saluted 
him with a grave indinatkm. 
Neither spoke. The silent greet- 
ing, the full consciousness in each 
of their parts, gave a curious 
rdigious solemnity to the scene 
— like some familiar but stately 
Church mjTStery. Sandro busied 
himself mechanically with his prep- 
arations — he was a lover and his 
pulse was chaotic, but he had 
come to paint — and when these 
were done, on tip-toe, as it were, 
he looked timidly about him round 
the room, seeking where to pose 
her. Then he motioned her with 
the same reverential, preoccupied 
air, silent still, to a place under 
the silver Madonna. . . . 

. . . There was a momentary 
quiver of withdrawal. Simonetta 
blushed vividly and drooped her 
eyes down to her little bare foot 
peeping out below the lines of the 
rosy cloak. The cloak's warmth 
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shone on her smooth skin and 
rayed over her cheeks. In her 
floweiji^ .loTdiness she looked 
(jUaphanoiis, ethereal; and yet yon 
could see what a child she was, 
widi her bright audacity, her 
aidour and her wilfulness flushing 
and paling about her like the 
dawn. There she stood trembling 
on the blink. . . • 

Suddenly all her waywardness 
shot into her eyes; she lifted her 
aims and the doak fell back like 
the shard of a young flower; then, 
delicate and palpitating as a silver 
reed, she stood up in the soft light 
of the morning, and the sun, slant- 
ing in between the golden leaves 
and tendrils, kissed her neck and 
shrinking shoulder. 

Sandro stood facing her, moody 
and troubled, fingering his brushes 
and bits of charcoal; his shaggy 
brows were knit, he seemed to be 
breathing hard. He collected him- 
self with an effort and looked up 
at her as she stood before him 
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shrinking, awe-ttnick, ptnting at 
the thing the had done. Their 
eyea met, and the pri'a diatrasa 
increaaed; she laiaed her hand to 
ooTerher boaom; her breath came 
in short gaaps from paited Kpa, 
but her wide ejea still kx^ed fix- 
edly into his, with such blank 
panic that a sadden movement 
might really have killed her. He 
saw it all; she 1 there at his mercy. 
Tears swam and he trembled. Ah I 
the gradons ladyl iHiat divine 
condescension! what inefiEable 
courtesy! But the artist in him 
was awakened almost at the same 
moment; his looks wandered in 
spite of her piteous candour and 
his own nothingness. Sandro the 
poet would have fallen on hia face 
with an ** Eid a me^ nam peccator 
sum." Sandro the painter was 
different — no mercy there. He 
made a snatch at a carbon and 
raised his other hand with a kind of 
command — ''Holy Viigin! iHiat 
a line I Stay as you are, I implore 
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yon : swerve not one hair's breadth 
and I have you for everl " There 
was conquest in his voice. 

So Simonetta stood very still, 
hiding her bosom with her hand, 
bat never took her watch off the 
enemy. As he ran blindly about 
doing a hundred urgent indispen- 
sable things, — noting the lights, 
the line she made, how her arm 
cut across the folds of the curtain 
— she dogged him with staring, 
fascinated eyes, just as a hare, 
crouching in her form, watches 
a terrier hunting round her and 
waits for the end. 

But the enemy was disarmed. 
Saadro the passionate, the lover, 
the brooding devotee was gone; 
so was la Mia Simonetta the 
b^ved, the be-hymned. Instead, 
here was a fretful painter, dashing 
lines and broad smudges of shade 
on his paper, while before him 
rose an exquisite, slender, swaying 
form, glistening carnation and 
silver, and, over all, the madden- 
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goflMed now that lie nas kMt i 
the mrtist. She lalt thai ilw wi 
wnply en effect aadeheieeitedi 
es e ciuwuhi|^ hisell* Her coloi 
loee egein, her led Hpe g/tAmn 
mto a poet II Sendfo had bi 
known* ihe was his at that faislaa 
He had but to diop tiie painfee 
thiow down his bmshesv eet hi 
heait and hot ejpes baie— -to ope 
his anns and she wookl have ii 
into them and nestled there; i 
fierce was her instinct jnst then 1 
be loved, she^ who had alwa] 
been loredt But Sandio knv 
nothing and cared nothing. H 
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was absorbed in the gradous lines 
ol her body, the lithe long neck, 
the drooping- shoulder, the tender- 
nesa of her youth; and then the 
giand open curve of the hip and 
thigh on which she was poised. 
He drew them in with a free hand 
in great sweeping lines, eagerly, 
almost angrily; once or twice he 
broke his carbon and — body of a 
dogl — he snatched at another. 

Thb lasted a few minutes only : 
even Simonetta, with all her maiden 
tremors still feverishly acute, hardly 
noticed the flight of time; she was 
so hot with thefeelingof her wrongs, 
the slight upon her victorious fair- 
ness. Did she not knew how fair 
she was? She was getting very 
angiy ; she had been made a fool 
ol. All Florence would come and 
gape at the picture and mock her 
in the streets with bad names and 
coarse gestures as she rode by. 
She looked at Sandro. Santa 
Maria 1 how hot he wasl His 
hair was droofung over his eyes I 



33 



I 



I 



Ol wkf 



And 

Goold wm Ui 
Whj Iwd dM 
gnat sMMrth baConf 
UapBH in all FloMM 
hni lie oooMr Shn 
onsdf ramonttfulf a child y|p**i 
with a trembling pathtic moadi 
and shrinking Unibt. And thai 
h«r hasrt b^gan to beat nador Im 
tliai fingais. She jiieMed tliem 
down into her fleeh to etay tiioae 
gieat masteifal thiobe. A taai 
gathered in her eye; laxger and 
laiger it grew, and then USL A 
shining drop rested on the imind 
ol her cheek and rolled sloiriy 
down her chin to her pwK e rtJng 
hand, and lay there haU ^**^*^*^»**| 
shining like a rein-drop bstween 
two conring petsls ol a rose. 

It was just at that momant the 
painter looked np from his wodk 
and shook his bash ol hair badL 
Something in his sketch had dis- 
pleased him ; he looked np frown- 
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ing, mth a bnuh between lua 
teeth. Whea he saw the tear- 
■tained, disttewful, beautiful face 
it fa«d a strange cfEect apon him. 
He dropped nerrelns like a 
woiuided man, to hia knees, and 
covered hii eyei with hli hands. 
"Ah Madonnal for the pit; of 
lieaven forgive mel foi^ve mel I 
have tinned, I have done thee 
fcMfdl wrong; I, who still dare to 
love thea." He uncovered his face 
and looked up ladianl: his own 
wotda had inspired him. •■ Yes," 
he went on, with a stead&st smile, 
"I, Saadto, the painter, the poor 
devil of a painter, have seen Ihea 
and I dare to love I " Hi* tiiami^ 
was ihorMived. Simonetta had 
grown deadl; white, her ejes 
Inuned, the hod forgotten herself 
She was tall and alendet aa a 
HI;, and ahe rose, shaking, to her 
hai^L 

■■ Thou piMumeat strangeljr," she 
•aid, in a slow still voice, "Go I 
Go in peace I " 
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She ma coaqoMnr. In har 
calm acom, ake «•■ lilcs a jomg 
bnmortal, aome cold vlctoilaaa 
CyntUa whow chaadt; had b*M 
floutad. Sandro waa pale too : ba 
aald nothing and did not look at 
her again. She ttood quivering 
with exdtemeBt, watching him 
with the BUM intent aleitneta 
aa he rdled op hia p^»er and 
crammed his bruthea and pencilt 
into the breaat of hii jacket. She 
watched him atill aa he backed 
out ol the toom and diatqtpeared 
tbtoDf^ the cortaina of the aich- 
wajr. She listened to hlifootatepa 
along the corrider, down the atali. 
She wa* alone in the vlence of the 
annnj room. Her fint thought 
waa for her cloak; aha anatched 
it up and veiled henelf ahlTsring 
aa ahe looked feaifnlty round the 
walla. And then ahe fltuig beiadf 
on the piled cushicMia before the 
window and aobbed piteooalj like 
an abandoned child. 

The sun tlanted in between 
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the golden lettvea and tendrils 
end piftyed in the tangle 4rf her 



Ill 

At ten o'dock on tho mondni^ 
of April the twenty-rizth, a great 
bdl began to toll : two beats heavy 
and dow, and then Mlence, iriiile 
the air echoed the reveiberatkm, 
moaning. Sandro, in ahirt and 
breeches, with bare feet tpraad 
broad, was at work in Us garret 
on the old bridge. He stajfed his 
hand as the strong tone stmck, 
bent his head and said a prayer: 
^'Biiserere ei Domine; requiem 
etemam dona, Domine; " the 
words came out of due order as 
if he was very conscious of their 
import. Then he went on. And 
the great bell went on ; two beats 
together, and then silence. It 
seemed to gather solemnity and 
a heavier message as he painted. 
Through the open window a keen 
draught of air blew in with dust 
and a scrap of shaving from the 
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Lung* Amo down below ; it diclad 
Tound bit woikihop, fluttering the 
sketche* and r^i jdnned to the 
walU. He Iook«d out on ft bleak 
landscape — Sao Miniato in h««<rj 
ahade, and the white kooaes by 
the river staring like dead Eace*. 
A strong breeze was abroad; it 
wUpped the brown water and 
raised little curling billowy nggad 
and white at the edgea, and tasted 
about snaps irf tnd It was cold. 
Sandra shiTered as he shat to the 
casement) and the stiffening gale 
rattled at it fitfullj. Once again 
it tbratt it open, bringing wild 
woik among the litter in the room- 
He made fast with the rain driving 
inliisface. Andabove the howling 
of the squall be heard the sound of 
the great bell, steadj and unmoved 
u if too faS of its mettage to be 
pat atide. Vet it waa coming to 
him athwart the wind. 

Sandra stood at his casement 
and looked at the weather — beat- 
ing rain tnd yeastjr water. He 
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iktnuMii to cbcuMttsoiiit MBiA 
caJarkkwd maakwmd 
MD MPtd UiL • • • 
tiiA God d Natim Mffm « fl» 
fiOnfc of tho nodd ki bmkfaffi* 
he remembeiod a mamp of ttflt 
wafted towuds him (as he stood 
in ettendance) horn sona iMmaB- 
itt at Loranxo^ table only jaale^ 
day, above the li^t laughter nd 
■natdiee of song. ThatbnakfMt 
paity at the CamaMoB yi a t wda yl 
What a contiast— -tlie even ■piinf 
weather with tlie aan in a dkxidleM 
iky, and now this icj dead nMNnoIng 
with it! batde of wfaid and beU, fi|^^ 
ing, he thoo^t, — over tiw fiilinf 
breath of iome strong man. Manl 
God, more lilce. ''The God of 
Nature soffeis,** he mormored as 
he turned to his woiic. . . . 

Simonetta luul not been dMie 
yesterday. He had not seen hei^ 
indeed, since that nameless day 
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when she had first transported 
him with the radiance of her bare 
boanty and then struck him down 
with a level gaze from tteel-cold 
eyes. And he had deserved it, he 
had— -she had said — *'presamed 
strangely." Three more words only 
had she uttered and he had slunk 
out from her presence like a dog, 
What a goddess I Venus Urania I 
So she, too, might have ravished 
a worshipper as he prayed, and, 
after, slain him for a careless word. 
Cruel? No, but a Goddess. 
Beauty had no laws; she was 
above them. Agnolo himself had 
said it, from Plato. . . . Holy 
Mfehael! What a blast 1 BUck 
and desperate weather. . . . 
'* Esther the God of Nature suffers.** 
. . . God shield all Christian 
■oils on such a day! . . . 

One came and told him Simon- 
etta Vespucci was dead. Some 
fever had torn at her and raced 
through all her limbs, licking up 
her life as it passed. No one had 
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known of it — it was so swift 1 
But there had just been time to 
fetdi a priest; Fia ICatteo^ thej 
said, fiom the Caimine, had shrived 
her (*twas a bootless task, God 
knew, for the chiki had babbled 
so, her wits wandered, kx^ yoa)» 
and then he had performed the 
last office. One had fled to tell 
the Medid. Ginliano was wild 
with grief; twas as if A# had 
killed her instead of the Spring- 
ague — bat then, people said he 
loved her wdl! And oar Lotenao 
had bid them swing the great bell 
of the Doomo — Sandro had heard 
it periiaps? — and there was to be 
a public procession, and a Requiem 
sung at Santa Croce before they 
took her back to Genoa to lie with 
her fathers. Ehl Bacchus I She 
was fair and Giuliano had loved her 
well. Twas natural enough then. 
So the gossip ran out to tell his 
news to more attentive ears, and 
Sandro stood in his place, intoning 
softly "Te Deum Laudamus." 
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He Dodentood it aU. Then 
had been a dai^ and awfnl strife 
— earth shnddeiing as the Mack 
shadow of death swept hj. 
Throogh teara now the ann 
beamed broad over the gentle 
dt7 where she lay lapped in hef 
noetj hills. " Lux etema Incet 
ei," he said with a steady smile; 
"atqae locebit," he added after a 
pause. He had been painting that 
day an agouzing Christ, red and Ian- 
gtiid. crowned with thorns. Some 
of his own torment seems to have 
entered it, for, looking at it now, 
we see, fiist irf all, wild eyeballs 
■taring with the mad eainMtness, 
the parposeless intensity of one 
seized or "possessed." He pat 
die panel away and looked abont 
for something else, the sketch he 
had made of Simonetta on that 
laat day. When he had found it, 
he rolled it straight and set it on 
hi* easel. II was not the fint 
charcoal study he had made from 
life, bnt a brush drawing on dark 
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pi^ar, doMi in Mpi»«Mli aad 
Vi^ In «Uto iMd. Bm 
looUnf into it vitk Ui 
cImpsom Abont Mif 
Uck Mnt and rindiinj !■ 
pnb tint lie hnd niedpkn mhi 
tknrt irictiin mUMr Ann 
Standing timidly and ulrtMlf, 
•hiinldng latliei^ mOkag hiwtlf, 
niaiden-HlLe» widi her hands and 
liaii* with lipa tnmbUng and davj 
efOB, ihe seamed to liim warn an 
immortal who muit needs anffsr 
for some great end; liveandanffsr 
and die; Uve again, and aaffer and 
die. It was a doom peipatnal lilw 
Demeter'st to bear, to nmtai% to 
lose and to find her PawepiioasL 
She had stood there '***^nfii1w1 * 
and apprehen8iTe» a wiatfol Tlolim. 
Three days before he had sasn 
her thns; and now she waa dead. 
He woold see her no move. 

Ah 1 Yes» once mora he wyald 
see her. 
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They canied dead Simonetta 
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threagh the itieeta of Florence 
with her pale face nQcarered and 
K crown of in;;rtle in har hail. 
Paopla thronging there hdd thdr 
breath, or wept to see anch atill 
lOTdincM; and her poor parted 
hpa wore a patient little sndle, and 
har ejrelid* were pale violet and 
Ikj hearj to her cheek. Wliite, 
like a bride, with a noaegay ol 
orangB-Uowom and lyringa at hw 
throat, ihe lay there on her bed 
with lighH; folded liandi and the 
■ttange aloofncM and pieoccapa- 
tion all tlie dead have. Only her 
bair bamed abont her like a molten 
capper ; and the wreath of mjrtle 
le*TM ran forward to her brows 
and laapt bcTond them into a 

tOOgH. 

Tha great proceadon aw^ for- 
wkfd; black brothen of Hlaetl- 
cofda ^ronded and awfnl, bote 
th« b«d or atalked before it with 
tordiea Aat guttered and flared 
Boodly in the dancing light of day. 
They held the pick of Florence, 
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those scowling shrouds — GiuUsm^ 
and Lorenzo, Pazzi, Tomal^uaa^ 
Soderini or Paid; and behin<^ old 
Cattaneo, battered with storms, 
walked heavily, swinging his long 
arms and looking into the day's 
£ace as if he would try another 
fall with Death yet. Priests and 
acolytes, tapers, banners, vest- 
ments and a great silver Cmdfiz, 
they drifted by, chanting the diige 
for Simonetta; and she, as if for 
a sacrifice, lifted up on her silken 
bed, lay couched like a white flower 
edged colour of flame. . . . 

. . . Santa Croce, the great 
church, stretched forward beyond 
her into distances of grey mist and 
cold spaces of light. Its bare 
vastness was damp like a vault. 
And she lay in the midst listless, 
heavy-lidded, apart, with the half- 
smile, as it seemed, of some secret 
mirth. Round her the great candles 
smoked and flickered, and mass 
was sung at the High Altar for 
her soul's repose. Sandro stood 
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■lon« &diig the ihiiijng altai but 
looldng fixedly at Smonetts on 
hei conch. He ma white and 
diy — paichMl Bpa and ej«« that 
adted and Hnaited. Wu tbi* the 
eadi Was it poanblc^ m]' God I 
that the tnuttparcDt, unearthly 
thing lying then so prone and 
pale wai dead? Had such loveli- 
neu anght to do with life or 
death f Ah I iweet tady, dear 
heart, how tired she waa, how 
deadly tired t Prom where he 
stood he conld see with intoler- 
able angnlih the aombre rings 
round her eye» and the violet 
shadows on the lids, her folded 
hands and the straight, meek line 
to her feet And her poor wan 
ftkce with its wistfnl, {dtifol UtUe 
■mile waa tnmed half wide on 
the delicate throat, a* if in a last 
mppeal: — "LeavB me now, O 
Florentines, to my rest. I have 
giren yon all I had ; aak no more. 
I was a young giri, a child ; too 
young for your eager strivings. 
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Yoa have kUled me with yo 
iday; let me be now, let i 
sleepl" PoorchUdl Poorchil 
Sandfo was on hii knees with 1 
face pressed against the pfolplt ai 
tears ronning throngh his fiogii 
as he prayed. . . . 

As he had seen her, so I 
painted. As at the beginning 
life in a cold world, passiTi 
meeting the long tronUe of 
he painted her a rapt Presen 
floating evenly to our earth, 
grey, translucent sea laps silent 
upon a little creek and, in t 
hush of a still dawn, the myrd 
and sedges on the water's bri 
are quiet It is a dream in hi 
tones that he gives us, grey ai 
green and steely blue; and ji 
that, and some homely magic 
his own, hint the commerce 
another worid with man's d 
carded domain. Men and worn 
are asleep, and as in an early wa 
you may startle the hares at th( 
play, or see the creatures of ti 
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^jf ffciiM — owls and ni^t hawks 
and heaTj moth* — Bit irith fan- 
taatic pnrpoM over the familial 
scen^ ■□ hMB it comei i^>on fou 
•nddeol)' that jon have anipriMd 
Nature's self at her m;r*'^M> 
joti are let into the MCtet; ]n>tt 
have caoght the spirit of the April 
woodland a* she glides ovei the 
paature lo the copse. And that, 
indeed, was Sandio's fortune. He 
caught her in ]u«t inch a profri- 
tioua hour. He saw the tweet 
wild thin^ pare and ondefiled b]r 
tonch of earth; caught her in that 
pn^ant pause of time ere she 
had lighted. Another moment 
and a buxom nymph of the grove 
wonld fold ber in a rosy mantle, 
cokmred a* the aariieat wood- 
anemone* are. She woold Tanlih, 
w« know, into the daffodil* or a 
bank of violets. And you mighl 
tell her pretence there, or in the 
mnle of the myrtles, or coo of 
dove* tnating in the pine*( you 
might feel her genius in the scent 
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of the earth or the kiss of the 
West wind; but yon ooeld oolj 
see her in mid-Aprfl, and yoa 
should look for her over the sea. 
She always conies with the first 
warmth of the year. 

But daily, before he painted, 
Sandro knelt in a dark chapel in 
Santa Croce, while a blaeKrhinned 
priest said mass for the repose of 
Simonetta's souL 




NOTE 

PKRd, what gentlmnen th«; wen, 
thete "ingt^ fiorendni,'' 
theae Tdscbd wits r WIuU innate 
tareeding and Kticencel Wbat 
pnnctiliooa lojraltj to the little 
obeervanccs of literatDie, of wall- 
decoration, call it, in the moat 
licentionslj minded of thami 
Lorenzo Magnifico waa a rake 
and conld write lewdlj coongh, 
aa we all know. Yet, when he 
choM, thai ia when Art bade Ubi, 
how uaerrini^jr he dtoae the tight 
momentam. His too waa "U 
mente che non eiia." I fonnd 
this of hi* the other daj, and mnat 
needa doae up m; note* with it. 
The vaiy notion of it waa, in his 
tinu, a conveotioD; a aeriea of 
sonnets bound together by an 
argument ; a yUa mrea without its 
overmastering occaaion. Simon- 
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etta was dead ; x whereupon ** tntti i 
fiorendni ingegni* come si oonvieiie 
in si pabUica jattura, divereamente 
ed awereamente si dolsono, dii in 
vera, dii in prosa." Tlie poor 
dead lady was, in fact, a batt for 
these sharpshooters. Yet hear 
Lorenzo. 

** Died, as we have dedared* in 
onr dty a certain ladj, whereby 
all people alike in Florence were 
moved to compassion. And tUs 
is no marvel, seeing that with all 
earthly beauty and courtesy she 
was adorned as, before her day, no 
other under heaven could have 
been. Among her other excellent 
parts, she had a carriage so sweet 
and winsome that whosoever 
should have any commerce or 

I. The actual Simonetta Cattaneo was 
born in Genoa A. D. 1454, and, a yoonf 
wife at the age of sixteen, came with her 
boy husband, Marco Vespucci, to Florence, 
where she died on April a6, 1476. Her 
lover, Ginliano de' Medici, was assassi- 
nated two years later on the anniversary of 
her death. 
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friendly dealinf; wicb her, straight- 
way fell to believe himself enam- 
oured of ber. Ladies also, and 
all youth of her degree, not only 
sufEeied no harbourage to unkindly 
thought upon this her eminence 
ova all the rest, nor grudged it 
bei at all, but stoutly upheld and 
took pleasure in her lovelinesa and 
gracious bearing; and this so hon- 
estly that yon would have found it 
hard to be believed so many men 
without jealousy could have loved 
ber, or so many ladies withont envj 
give het place. So, Ihe more her 
life by its comely ordering had 
etideared ber to mankind, pity 
also for her death, for the fiower 
of her youth, and for a beauteous- 
ness which in death, it may be, 
showed Ihe more res plendently than 
in life, did breed in the heart the 
■marting of great deMre. There- 
fore she was carried nn covered 
on the bier from her dwelling to 
the place of burial, and moved all 
thronging there to see he 
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tfaer had not been aeqaBBted 
with so fair a tkiMg bcfote Aat 
bocr wfa«B thej nnK ba akot off 
from it for era-; to kaov bv thu 
and hare perpetna] grkf of bet- 
Bat tmlj in her «■■ made Masi- 
ftax tbat vbich onr Fetiaicb bad 
fpobCD when he said, 
' Dath ihvwcd bin IoteIj b bn- IomJt 
het'" 
ThU ia to write like a gentleman 
and an ailiit, with ear attuned to 
tbe inhilesi fall and cadeBCB, wilt 
■crupnloui weighing of word* that 
their true outline thai! hold clear 
and shaip. It ii irUarnaturat 
•kilful and clean at the edgw- 



He goes on to {day with hi* hun- 
memi thoaght, almj* u delicAMly 
and piedseljr m before. 

" Falling, therefore, anch on one 
to death, all the wits of Florence 
as i« seemly in so public a calamity, 
kunentwl sevetally and mntually, 
some in rhyme, some in prose, 
the mefolness of it; and bound 
themselves to exalt her excellence 
each after the contriving of hia 
mind: in which company I, too, 
mnst needs be; I, too. mingle 
ryhmsa with tears. So I did 
in the sonnets below rehearsed 
whereof the first began thos; 
' O limpid ihinbig Msr ihu to th; beam.' 

"Night hat fallen: together we 
walked, a dear friend and I, 
together talking of onr common 
sorrow: and so speaking, the 
oi^t being wondrona dear, I 
lifted my ayes to a star of ntcaed- 
ing biilUaiicy, which appeared in 
the west, of sack assured splendour 
as not alone to excel other stars, 
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bat so eageiiy to ahine that it thmr 
in ihadow all tlie lights of heavon 
about it Whereof having gieat 
marveit I tamed to my fiiend* say* 
ing — *We ought not to woader 
at diis sight, sesing that the soal 
of that moat gentle lady ia of a 
troth either re-inlonBed hi this, 
a new star, or conjoined to shine 
with it. Wherofore theve is no 
manrd in sodi exceeding bright* 
ness; and we wlio took comfort 
in her living delights, may even 
now be appeased by her ^ipear- 
anoe in a limpid star. And if oar 
vision for soch a light is tender 
and ftagile, we shoold beseech her 
shade, that is the god in her, to 
make us bolder by withholding 
some part of her beam that we 
sometimes look upon her, nor sear 
our eyes. But, to say sooth, this 
is no overboldness in her, endowed 
as she was with all the power of 
her beauty, that she should strive 
to shine more excellently than aU 
the other stars, or even yet ssore 
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prondlj than Fhtcbas hinualf, 
asking of him hii veiy chariot, that 
she, rather, may nile out day. 
Which thing, if yoo allow it with- 
out pretuiDption in our star, how 
vilely shows the impertinence of 
Death to have laid handa upon 
■uch lovelineu and authority ai 
hers.' And since thMo my reaaon- 
ingB aeemed of the stuff proper 
for a sonnet, I took leave of my 
(liend and composed that one 
which follows; speaking in it of 
the above mentioned star," 

(From EarOmtrk ml of Tkuom^.) 
Mr. Hewlett then goes on to 
say: "The Sonnet Is in the right 
Petraichian v^n, adroit and shal- 
low as you please." On the other 
hand Sjmonds (Riiiaiiiantc in 
Italy. iv:327), translates it in fall, 
and declares that "from that 
moment Lorenio began to write 
poems", and nuUtlng due allow- 
ance for the times and the man, 
we are disposed to concur In this 
decision. 
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NOTE 

O lodd idur, Hut wkh tnmaccodnt Ught 
Qnendicrt of all dioae ndiglibooiiQg 

ttan tfie fl^flam, 
Why tfkot beyond tfkine nage dott thoo 



Why art diou fidn with Phoeboa atfll to 

fight? 
Haply tfuMe beau t eooa eyes, which from 

onr sight 
Deadi stole, who now doth vaont him- 
self sapreme, 
Thon hast assumed : clad with their 

glorious beam, 
Well may'st diou claim the sun-god's 

chariot bright 
Listen, new star, new repent of die day. 
Who with unwonted radiance gilds our 

heaven, 
O listen, goddess, to the prayers we 

pray! 
Let so much splendour from diy wfhert 

be riven 
That to these eyes, which fain would 

weep alway, 
Unblinded, diy glad sight may ]ret be 

given!" 
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